The Prophets

THERE were four of them, three men and one woman,
and I saw them in the public forum in Hyde Park. In
the -'Nineties, which were crowded with professional
Cockney humorists who gave us "glimpses of life"
and jested desperately in and out of season, it was, I
fancy, the fashion to regard these public meetings in
Hyde Park as a magnificent free banquet of
absurdity; the whole staff of Punch might have been
seen any fine Sunday afternoon, pulling out their note-
books in the shadow of the Marble Arch; and women
would titter and grow moist-eyed and men would roll
about in their chairs and almost suffocate with
laughter at the very mention of Hyde Park. In these
days, now that we have exploded nearly everything,
our gun-cotton, our ideals, and even our standard
jokes, it is probably a sign of extreme youth or senti-
mental old age to think of these public meetings in
the park as a glorious feast of fun. For my part, I
have little interest in them, for they are usually con-
ducted now by experienced tub-thumpers, old hands,
and there is nobody more tedious after a first acquaint-
ance than your old hand with his bag of cheap
oratorical tricks, his face and voice of brass, his
patched sordid dialectic. On the occasion when I saw
this little group of four that I shall call the prophets,
I walked round the assembled crowds without stop-
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